400                       A URENG-ZEBE             [ACT iv.

Aur> Of me ?

Nour. And who could else employ my thought ?
I dreamed, your love was by love's goddess sought;
Officious Cupids, hovering o'er your head,
Held myrtle wreaths; beneath your feet were spread
What sweets soe'er Sabsean springs disclose,
Our Indian jasmine, or the Syrian rose;
The wanton ministers around you strove
For service, and inspired their mother's love:
Close by your side, and languishing, she lies,
With   blushing   cheeks,    short   breath,   and   wishing

eyes;

Upon your breast supinely lay her head,
While on your face her famished sight she fed.
Then, with a sigh, into these words she broke
(And gathered humid kisses as she spoke),
Dull, and ungrateful!    Must I offer love ?
Desired of gods, and envied even by Jove:
And dost thou ignorance or fear pretend ?
Mean soul! and dar'st not gloriously offend ?

Then, pressing thus his hand------

Aur. I'll hear no more.                              \_Rising up

'Twas impious to have understood before:
And I, till now, endeavoured to mistake
The incestuous meaning, which too plain you make.
Nour.   And   why   this   riiceness   to   that   pleasure

shown,

Where Nature sums up all her joys in one;
Gives all she can, and, labouring still to give,
Makes it so great, we can but taste and live :
So fills the senses, that the soul seems fled,
And thought itself does, for the time, lie dead;
Till, like a string screwed up with eager haste,
It breaks, and is too exquisite to last ?
Aur. Heavens! can you this, without just vengeance,

hear?
When will you thunder, if it now be clear ?